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IN ANSWER OF AN ELEGIACAL LETTER UPON
THE 'DEATH OF THE KING OF SWEDEN

FROM   AURELIAN   TOWNSHEND,   INVITING  ME TO  WRITE
ON  THAT  SUBJECT

WHY dost thou sound, my dear Aurelian,

In so shrill accents from thy Barbican

A loud alarum to my drowsy eyes,

Bidding them wake in tears and elegies

For mighty Sweden's fall?    Alas! how may                  5

My lyric feet, that of the smooth soft way

Of love and beauty only know the tread,

In dancing paces celebrate the dead

Victorious king, or his majestic hearse

Profane with th' humble touch of their low verse?       TO

Virgil, nor Lucan, no, nor Tasso, more

Than both, not Donne, worth all that went before,

With the united labour of their wit,

Could a just poem to this subject fit.

His actions were too mighty to be rais'd                     15

Higher by verse: let him in prose be prais'd,

In modest faithful story, which his deeds

Shall turn to poems.    When the next age reads

Of Frankfort, Leipzig, Wurzburg, of the Rhine,

The Lech, the Danube, Tilly, Wallenstein,                  20

Bavaria, Pappenheim, Lutzen-field, where he

Gain'd after death a posthume victory,

They 'II think his acts things rather feign'd than done,

Like our romances of The Knight o' th; Sun.

Leave we him, then, to the grave chronicler,               25

Who, though to annals he cannot refer

His too-brief story, yet his journals may

Stand by the Caesars' years, and, every day

Cut into minutes, each shall more contain

Of great designment than an emperor's reign.              30

And, since 'twas but his churchyard, let him have

For his own ashes now no narrower grave

Than the whole German continent's vast womb,

Whilst all her cities do but make his tomb.

Let us to supreme Providence commit       ^                 35

The fate of monarchs, which first thought it fit